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poet, his steps led downward. He knew, knew
bitterly, that the best was out of him; he refused
to make another volume, for he felt that it would
be a disappointment; he grew petulantly alive to
criticism, unless he was sure it reached him from
a friend. For his songs, he would take nothing;
they were all that he could do; the proposed
Scotch play, the proposed scries of Scotch tales in
verse, all had gone to water; and in a fling of
pain and disappointment, which is surely noble
with the nobility of a viking, he would rather stoop
to borrow than to accept money for these last and
inadequate efforts of his muse. And this desper-
ate abnegation rises at times near to the height
of madness; as when he pretended that he had
not written, but only found and published, his im-
mortal Auld Lang Syne. In the same spirit he
became more scrupulous as an artist; he was
doing so little, he would fain do that little well;
and about two months before his death, he asked
Thomson to send back all his manuscripts for
revisal, saying that he would rather write five
songs to his taste than twice that number other-
wise. The battle of his life was lost; in forlorn
efforts to do well, in desperate submissions to evil,
the last years flew by. His temper is dark and
explosive, launching epigrams, quarrelling with his
friends, jealous of young puppy officers. He tries